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Sagacious, Bold, and Turbulent of wit,
Restless, unfixed in Principles and Place,
In Pow'r unpleased, impatient of Disgrace ;
A fiery Soul, which working out its way.
Fretted the Pygmy Body to decay,
And o'er informed the Tenement of Clay.
A daring Pilot in extremity;
Pleas'd with the Danger, when the waves went high,
He sought the Storms;  but, for a Calm unfit,
Would steer too nigh the Sands to boast his Wit.
Great wits are sure to Madness near allFd
And thin Partitions do their Bounds divide ;
Else, why should he, with Wealth and Honour
blest,
Refuse his Age the needful hours of Rest ?
Punish a Body which he could not please,
Bankrupt of Life, yet Prodigal of Ease ?
And all to leave what with his Toil he won
To that unfeather'd two-legged thing, a Son :
Got, while his Soul did huddled notions try,
And born a shapeless Lump, like Anarchy/3
In this passage, where both the sound and
the imagery seem ruthless, ancient, and inevi-
table as the clay after it was inundated by
the Flood, the force is gained, as it is some-
times gained in Pope5s satires, by the change
from the softness of the design of F's to the
blows of succeeding hard consonants. The